Walking back from the beach was always quicker than going there.


For years I would scan those assembled for my sister. It didn't occur to me until very recently that in my mind she never aged. Or that she would be wearing different colors. Or different clothes at all. 


I had been deposited on the sand finally, and she was nowhere to be seen. After hanging out by the hotel, I had just gone home. Even when she wasn't there in the morning, I didn't think anything of it. People meet, go to parties or rooms, lose track of time and responsibilities. Even when, days later, her boss at General Dollar called, all I had on deck as an answer was the equivalent of a shrug. 


I still live at the same place. It was cheap, and still is. Spend most of my time on the screened-in porch reading, or walking the sand by the strip of hotels, fireworks exploding year-round above my head. 


There isn't any place else to go, or anything else to do. I don't register faces that aren't hers, or voices without her characteristic coda. 


It has been years, but I still scan the beachside for a woman she used to be, hoping one day I can go home and begin living again. There isn't anything else to do. 